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coming again soon after because he was obviously worried. The last
thing in the world that we wanted to do was to worry him. In the most
friendly manner he wished to know our views on the way children
should be brought up because he liked the way we all lived together.
"I notice," he said, "that your children call you by your Christian
names. This is the first time I have come across this. My visit to George
Meredith was spoilt by the presence of his children. I went to his house
full of respect and left full of pity. I myself called my father papa. I
couldn't think of calling my mother Lucinda Elizabeth," which was her
name. I was called Sonny until I was a young man and then I had to
rebel, but like all rebellions it proved a turn for the worse, because they
called me George after that! Not that they cared very much as to what I
felt or what happened to me. I was allowed to roam about and instead of
hanging about die streets I was led, a solitary wanderer, in enchanting
scenery to the magic of which I was very susceptible. What saved me was
my passion for the arts. Ten years ago I visited a Russian penal settlement
and was asked to talk to a crowd of boy thieves and I had to tell them that
though I now looked as if I had never been young I really had been a
child once and would have been in a similar institution if I had been
found out. I asked them if their notion of play was to throw stones at
elderly gentlemen with beards? I had once found myself a target of a
barrage of stones, heavy and sharp enough to injure me seriously if they
had found their mark."
"But you have not had such an experience here, have you?"
"I rarely see a child here. They must get out of the way when they
see me coming. I get on very well with babies. I let them tweak my
nose. One must keep perfectly still with children as with animals and
let them examine one to their complete satisfaction."
"Yes," I agreed, "when my daughter Theodora was a babe of two
or three years old, Lucien Pissarro was very fond of her. He made her
sit on his lap and beamed as she studied him and stroked his voluminous
dark beard."
"The nicest beard I have ever seen and one which I myself would
have liked to touch was that of Rabindranath Tagore. It was blue and of
the softest silky texture."
"Yes," my wife agreed.
"Did you know him?"
"Amongst other artists I was invited to meet him when he came over
and gave a reading of his poetry. I was only a young girl but I always was